HONGKONG—MACAO
Beyond Lanchi the road leaves the river-valley and
turns off into the hills. Soon we were hurtling round the
curves of a mountain pass. The scenery was superb, but
we were too frightened even to look out of the window.
Instead, Auden tried to distract our thoughts from the
alarming Present by starting a conversation about eigh-
teenth-century poetry. It was no good: we could remem-
ber nothing but verses on sudden death. Meanwhile, the
road twisted and struggled, and the car clung to it like
a mongoose attacking a cobra. Pedestrians screamed,
cyclists overbalanced into paddy-fields, wrecked hens lay
twitching spasmodically in the dust-storm behind us. At
every corner we shut our eyes, but the chauffeur only
laughed darkly as befitted one of the Lords of Death, and
swung us round the curve with squealing brakes. Neither
Major Yang nor Mr. Liu showed the least symptoms of
nervousness. 6The road is very difficult,' Mr. Liu observed
peacefully, as we shot across a crazy makeshift bridge
over a gorge, rattling its loose planks like the bars of a
xylophone. 6It wouldn't be difficult', I retorted, 6if we
weren't driving at seventy miles an hour.'
We stopped at a small town for gasoline and a late
lunch. In the square was an ambulance-truck full of
wounded—the first we had seen that morning. Mr. Liu
bought some tablets of Tiger Balm, the cure-all tonic
which is advertised all over China. He was feeling in need
of them because, as he explained, he had slept badly the
night before. 4If I sleep well I am very strong. If I do not
sleep I can do nothing.' Today he seemed actually to have
shrunk into a little ivory-faced manikin, with a big wet
baby's underlip. Nevertheless, he remained the perfect
host. 6You are the guests of China,' he kept repeating,
must try to satisfy you. You are our friends.'
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